TENNYSON AND  LINCOLNSHIRE
By WlLLINGHAM  RAWNSLEY I
TENNYSON'S COUNTRY
Calm and deep peace on this high wold,
And on these dews that drench the furze, And all the silvery gossamers
That twinkle into green and gold.
Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers, And crowded farms and lessening towers.
To mingle with the bounding main.
LINCOLNSHIRE is a big county, measuring seventy-five miles by forty-five, but it is perhaps the least well known of all the counties of England. The traveller by the Great Northern main line passes through but a small portion of its south-western fringe near Grantham; and if he goes along the eastern side from Peterborough to Grimsby or Hull, he gains no insight into the picturesque parts of the county, for the line takes him over the rich flat fenlands with their black vegetable mould devoid of any kind of stone or pebble, and intersected by those innumerable dykes or drains varying from 8 to 80 feet across, which give the southern division of Lincolnshire an aspect in harmony with its Batavian name "the parts of Holland."
The Queen of this flat fertile plain is Boston, with her wonderful church-tower and lantern 280 feet high, a